
Brownie Hawkeye 
Flash Outfit 

Tliis kit includes the new Brownie 
Hawkeye Camera, flash model, with 
shutter that seta off the flash. All pre-s 
at the factory— just aim and shoot. 
Gets wonderful snapshots. $12.75. 



Mk a gift I 

. a complete kit for flash pictures 



You'll take action shots at night just like the 
press photographers. You'll get snaps indoors 
any time. It's no trick at all with one of these / 
new Kodak flash outfits. In the kit you get g 
an up-to-the-minute Kodak camera, a supply t 
of film, Flasholder, flash bulbs, batteries and Jf , 
two booklets that tell you everything you f f 
need to know to start making swell pictures 
right away. Eastman Kodak Company, 
Rochester 4, N. Y. 

Kodak Duaflex II 
Flash Outfit 

In this kit you get the new twin- 
lens, reflex-type camera with big brilliant 
view finder. All set, ready to snap picturei 
indoors or out, day or night. $19.50. 



Other Kodak Cameras just 
"tops" for Christmas 




BrownfB Targal Six- 30 Com- 

■ro — Vertical and hori- 
zontal view finders. Fixed- 
focus lens; two stops to 
control light,. Negativea 
,2>i*3K.$5.7G. 




Brownla Floih Slx-20 Cam- 
aro."Makes snaps around 
the clock." Full -color pic- 
tures, too, in full sun. 
Negatives, 2Y t x 3> 4 '. 
$11.75; Flasholder, $2.92, 



Baby Brownla 5p*ciol Com- 
oro. Makes good snaps 
simple, sure. Full-color, 
too, in brightsunlight. 
Fixed-focus lens. Nega- 
tive, 1 ii $2.7G. 
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Oft lh*if io.. . bf .... wcrdt A FAWCETT PUIltCATlON. 
CAPT. MARVEL ADVENTURES • USH LaRUE WESTERN • THE MARVEL FAMILY • FAWCETT'i FUNNY ANlMALS 
WHIi COMICS • WESTERN HERO ■ ROCKY LANE WESTERN ■ NYOKA THE JUNGLE GIRL • GAB&Y HAYE5 WESTERN 
CAPT. MARVEL JR. • MASTER COMICS • TOM MIX WESTERN • MONTE HALE WESTERN • HQPALONG CASSIOY 
ROD CAMERON WESTERN • Bill hOYO WESTtfiN • SIX-GUN HEROES ■ tMUEY SURNETTS WESTERN 
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■•it. 1 . •■,!.' BaLV 8AT50N. 
ftMOLS 80V NEWSCASTER, 
✓5THE WOfcD'SHAZAM* H£ 
WEACULQUSlV CHANSED 
INTO FOwEPFUL CAPTAIN 
MARVEL, THE WORLDS 
MIGHTIEST MORTAL, WHO 
COMBINES IN HIS AIaC-NIFICEnT 
PHVSiQU THE POWEffS OF 
SIX OF THE m&iUST HEROES 
OF ALL TIME 
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££HJ*WENTY men got killer] by rattlesnakes 
up here last year," said Cal Wahl, 
trudging along through the heavy underbrush. 

Wicky Burke shivered a little, but tried not 
to let the older boy notice. Somehow you can't 
help shivering when you hear that word, "rat- 
tlesnakes." But Wicky tried to keep his mind 
on the pretty scenery, the puffy clouds, the 
blue s-ky. the haze on the distant mountain 
peaks His tread was firm and he walked beside 
Cal without losing stride. 

"If twenty men got killed, they couldn't have 
known much about first aid," asserted Wicky. 
"A rattler's venom is dangerous but it doesn't 
have to be Fatal if you know what to do." 

"These rattlers up here are wjiat you might 
call super-high-powered," declared Cal. "Their 
poison socks you like an H-bomb. Of course, 
the men lived for a little while after they were 
bit, but if one of them strikes a "boy, he dies like 
a fly. I guess there mustVe been at least fifty 
boys about your age killed by them in the last 
six months. Boys just your age!" Cal uttered 
the last sentence ominously. 

"How come you've never been hitten?" asked 
Wicky, tromptng down a thorny berry bush 
with his heavy hiking shoes. 

"Oh," said Cal, "I always eat some anti-snake 
pills before I come out. They've bitten me a 
lot, hut the hites didn't have any effect. You 
got some of the pills from Uncle Dave, of 
course, didn't you?" 

Wicky could see Cal's hand sliding toward 
his hip pocket. He also saw the celluloid handle 
of the bahy's rattle sticking out from Cal's 
pocket. Wicky forced back a smile. 

Cousin Cal was one of those fellows whose 
whole enjoyment of life came from the prac- 
tical joke. Wicky had been prey to other of 
Cal's jokes on his previous visits to the moun- 
tains. 

This time he had turned detective and had 
snooped. He had looked through the window 
into Cousin Cal's room the night before. Cal 
had opened a small box and got out a baby 
rattle. He had shaken it. "Boy!" he said. "I'll 
sure scare the pants off Cousin Wicky tomor- 



row. The rattlesnake joke has never failed!" 

(It was lucky for Wicky that Cousin Cal 
had the habit of speaking aloud to himself. 
Otherwise Wicky might have been unaware 
that the baby rattle was an integral part of 
"the rattlesnake joke.") 

Now as they were walking through the 
brush, Cal halted, looked alert and pointed off 
to the left. "What's that over there?" he asked. 
Wicky was aware of the trick ! Cal wanted him 
to look away so Cal could be sure to get the 
rattle out of his pocket without being detected. 
But Wicky played along. He looked to the left 
anyway, pretended to gaze intently, and asked, 
"What? I don't see anything?" 

"I thought I saw something move over in 
those rocks," said Cal. "It might've been just 
a rabbit or something but it looked like it kind 
of slithered and wiggled. I'm glad we both ate 
a couple of those anti-snake pills." 

"I didn't eat any pills," Wicky told him. 

"You didn't?" exclaimed Cal. "Oh, this is 
terrible. You shouldn't have come." 

"I'm not scared!" declared Wicky, swelling 
his chest. 

"You better be!" asserted Cal. "If you hear 
a rattle, you'd belter run for it. If a snake 
nipped you, you'd die like a flyl" 

"Ho!" retorted Wicky. "If that old snake 
started toward me, I'd just look him righi in 
the eye and hypnotize him!" 

Cal thought, "The kid's talking big. I guess 
that's because he's just about scared stiff. He's 
sure ripe for the joke!" Shielding (he toy rattle 
al his side, Cal shook it vigorously. 

A machine-gun like sound clicked through 
the clear air. Wicky jumped a foot. 

"Snake!" yelled Cal. 

Wicky didn't run. As he landed, he fr^ze. 
His eyes flashed downward, down toward Cal's 
feet. Something slithered through the brush 
and lashed at Cal's leg. 

Cal's month flopped open twice before he 
could speak, then he yelled, "It is a snake! He 
got me!" 

The older hoy's cry spurred Wicky to action. 
He grabbed a thick limb and jumped forward. 
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He crashed the club down on the reptile's 
head. * smashing blow that finished off the 
deadly poisonous crawler. 

Yelling with fright and pain, Cal started to 
run. Wicky raced after him and brought him 
down with a flying tackle. "Hey, let me go!" 
yelled the older boy. "Got to' find a doctorl 
Rattler bit me! I'm dying!" 

"Lie still or yon will die!" ordered Wicky. 
His voice was sharp, but in the emergency it 
had taken on a mature calm, well beyond his 
years. "1 know what to do for snake bite and 
if you lie still, you'll be OK." 

First aid instructions that Wicky had 
learned by heart came back to him clearly: 
"Have the patient lie down and keep quiet. 
Tie a constricting bandage around the limb 
just above the bite to increase the congestion 
in the veins . . ." He had already whipped off 
his neckerchief and was going to work with 
it; using it as a tourniquet. 

"Sterilize a sharp knife with a match 
flame . . ." Wicky flipped open his Handee- 
Dandee pocket knife and struck a match. Al- 
though Cal was in considerable pain and felt 
weak, ihe calm, swift and businesslike pro- 
cedure of the younger boy seemed to calm him 
and give him courage. 

"You act as if you know what you're do- 
ing. Wicky." he said. 

"Sure," responded the latter. "Everything's 
going to he OK." 

Listen, I was only kidding when I said I 
ate anti-snake pills," Cal admitted. "I made 
that up." . 

"I know it," was the response. "There's no 
such thing. Now he quiet and save your 
strength. Grit your teeth. This may hurt a 
little." 

"Make a cross-cut incision at each fang mark. 
The cut must be from one-eighth to one-quar- 
ter of an inch deep . . . " 

Cal gritted his teeth and tears came to his 
eyes but he didn't cry out. 

"Apply suction . . ." 

Wicky waited outside the closed bedroom 
door He was nervous now, now that his own 
work was done He wondered if he had done 
the right thing. He wondered if he had for- 
gotten perhaps some vital detail of the first 
aid treatment for snake bite His palms were 
clammy. 



A heavy footstep sounded, and the door 
opened. It was the doctor coming out Wtcky 
rose. In a whisper he asked, "Doctor, how Li 
he? Is he . . . ?" 

The doctor's brows knit ss he glared at 
Wicky. His voice was gruff as he asked, "Are 
you the one who gave him that so-called first 
aid?" 

"Y — yes s — sir." the boy whispered, hanging 
his head. 

"Well, son, let me shake your hand I" said 
the doctor. Wicky raised his head, slowly By 
a miracle, so it seemed, the medical man's 
frown had changed to a big smile and a look 
of admiration. 

Wicky felt the firm grip of the physician's 
hand and his head swam as he heard the words, 
"Fine job! Perfect ! I'm sure you saved his life. 
If you should decide to be a surgeon when you 
grow up. heaven help you. I'm sure you'd be 
one of the best. Congratulations, ynang <inn- 
tarf" 

The boy mumbled an incoherent reply It 
was the best he could do. He was overwhelmed. 

Cal lay in bed. He looked pale but he was 
smiling. "Cousin Wicky, they tell me fou 
saved my life. I won't forget it. hoy!" 

Wicky grinned in acknowledgment. 

"I'm kind of ashamed of myself," continued 
Cal. "You know, I wanted to play a joke oo 
you. I wanted to make you think there was a 
rattlesnake there and watch you run But the 
joke was on me when a real snake showed up. 
I acted like a hahy and vott were a real soldier " 

"I didn't get bit," said Wicky, "That's the 
difference." 

Cal chuckled. 

££W 'M laughing at myself." he explained. 

M. "Do you know something? I carried 3 
baby's rattle along with me to scare you with. 
I shook it just at the same time as the snake 
showed up." 

"I know," said Wicky. "That'B how I knew 
it was a real snake that rattled." 

"Huh?" asked the bedded youth, rising on 
an elbow. 

"Yes, I sneaked into your room and took 
all the rattlers out of your baby rattle. I fixed 
it so it wouldn't rattle. You see. I was playing 
a joke on you, too. But the snake spoiled it 
all!" 

THE END 



The Advvnturet of Wtcky Appear in Every 
hufif of ff'/tf'« Comirt, 
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